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ment guaranteeing his throne for evermore, and I went so far as to say
that I would consent if they would add the words, " making the island
a British Protectorate."
We waited in the drawing-room until a scribe brought me a slip
of paper saying that they would not agree to Section i, but while I
was reading it I heard one chief exhorting the King to agree. Old
Tungi had come in his bathchair. He was furious with the King.
Then I went in, and the King told me that Section i was difficult for
them to sign, I then spoke in a low voice, and it was curious to see
the tension in the faces of my hearers. I said, " Very well; you have
chosen. I have done my best, and I have failed. The consequences are
on your own heads: don't blame me for them. But there is one ques-
tion I must ask: If you will not depend upon England, who is it that
you are going to depend upon?"
The King then made me a long speech, and the meeting broke up.
It was five o'clock when I went with the King to the throne room.
I saw in his face that he meant mischief. I then said in a quiet voice,
" Well, we will now sign the rest of the treaty and get it over." My
brother-in-law proceeded to copy out the thing for signature, and I
asked for Tui Belehaki. The King took the treaty, glanced at it and
said, "What does this section mean?"
It was Section 2, limiting his foreign relations.
I said, " Oh, you've already agreed to that Let us sign it."
He began to talk rapidly about trifles, and then he said, " Oh, it is
too late now. Let us leave it until to-morrow, and then we can talk it
over quietly."
I changed my tone and said very sharply that he was playing with
me and that if he didn't take care he would be removed from the
throne. I reminded him of his letter of May 2 in which he had
already agreed to all the sections except Section i. He denied that it
was an agreement, aad while I was talking he kept interrupting me
by calling for his secretary. I then rose as if I'd given the thing up and
said, " Very well, you refuse."
He burst into nervous laughter and safid, " Surely you do not think
that I refuse?"
" Then sign it to-night," I said. He seemed to waver, and when I
pressed him more closely he reluctantly called in Fatafehi, who joined
him in begging for a respite.